

























A good name indeed! So his full 
name will be Faiz Mohammad 
Bahadur Sultan Mohammad 
Khan. That's impressive! 


Shall we call 
him Faiz? 
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Who is teaching 

little Faiz? 

V__ _ J 


You are so right! It's the 
best school for teaching 
English in all of Sialkot. 


Maulvi Mohammad Ibrahim of 
our neighbourhood mosque 
teaches him the Quran. 

When he is a little older I 
want him to learn Arabic and 
Persian from your teacher 
Mir Mohammad Hasan. What 
do you say, Iqbal? 


Mir Mohammad Hasan 


Absolutely. He is Shamsul 
Ulma. I think you should 
send Faiz to Scotch 
Mission High School for 
English, don't you agree? 
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Anybody who hasn’t learnt his 
lesson will be punished today. Now 
look at Faiz. He is your classmate 
and the same age as you. Look how 
hard he works, and he is courteous 
as well. That's why he is made the 
Monitor of his class every year. 
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Faiz, thanks for writing the ■ 
letter for me. Here, let me 
sign it. Son, can you now read 
me some news items from the I 




English newspaper? Bless you! 


1924 
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One day his father's accountant was angry with him. 
He said, 'I am going to complain to your father that, 
instead of reading your school books, you secretly 
read useless stuff like novels'. When his father called 
him, Faiz was very nervous. 
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Tufail and Inayat like playing 
better than reading. But I hear 
that you are fond of reading 
novels. Why don't you read English 
novels instead of Urdu novels? Get 
them from the library in the Fort. 






-a 






Faiz started reading English novels. He read Dickens, Hardy, and many 
other English authors, even though he only half understood what they 
wrote. However, reading improved his English. There was an old mansion 
next to his house and, in those days, mushairas used to be held there. 
When Faiz was in class X at school he began to write poetry. 
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| Faiz passed his Matric from Scotch Mission School and 
then his Intermediate from Murray College, Sialkot. 
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Faiz, in the college 
mushaira yesterday, your 
verses were good. Take 
my advice and work at 
your poetry. Someday you 
might become a poet! 


Professor Chishti, thank you very much 
for your encouragement. Sir, actually I 
had been neglecting my poetry. Munshi 
Sirajuddin, my teacher in class X told 
me that I should first concentrate on 
my studies; and also that spending time 
on writing poetry was a waste of time. 
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Not at all! The applause 
you got yesterday shows 
that your poetry is good 
as well as popular. 
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From Murray College, Sialkot, Faiz went to 
Government College, Lahore, where he found 
some of the best teachers. Among them were 
Patras Bukhari and Sufi Tabassum. He also got 
to know other renowned writers personally in 
Lahore including Chiragh Hasan Hasrat, Imtiaz 
Ali Taj, Hafeez Jalandhri, and Akhtar Shirani. 


Well, I've only got 
my Bachelor's $.0 
far. I want to work 
for a Master's in 
Arabic and English 
literature now. 


Faiz, what do you 
plan to do next? 
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Such great 
people, the 
English! Thi 
sun never 
on the Briti 
Empire. Wh 
magnificent 
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Such great 
people, the 
English! The 
sun never sets 
on the British 
Empire. What 
magnificent 
rulers we have! 


True. India is the 
most precious 
gem in the British 
crown but, except 
for some who are 
rich, look how poor 
our people are—no 
decent place to 
live, no food, and no 
clothes. 


Faiz, you are 
always depressed 
about these 
things. But tell me, 
why have you been 
looking so worried 
all morning? 


I am missing my 
home. I want to 
see the narrow 
streets of my 
neighbourhood, 
my house, and 
my parents. 


You 


could 


home 


go 


in 


the Diwali holidays 
everyone else. 
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Meanwhile, Faiz's father died and his family faced poverty. 
Faiz found that, at times there was no food in his house. 
Apart from personal adversity, Faiz observed the hardships 
of the poor and the injustices meted out to them. 
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After he got his Master's degree, Faiz went to MAO College, Amritsar, 
where he started his teaching career. He enjoyed teaching and the 
friendship of his students. Faiz was very impressed by the Vice Principal of 
the college and his wife—Mehmood-uz-Zafar and Dr Rasheed Jahan—who 
had devoted their lives to the welfare of the people. Among Faiz's 
colleagues at MAO College was Professor Mohammad Din Taseer. 

Faiz started writing poetry more seriously. While in Amritsar he became 
interested in politics and became a member of the Civil Liberties 
Association. He joined and worked for the Progressive Writers' Movement 
as well. Also in Amritsar Faiz met Alys. 


I am Faiz. I teach at 
Dr Taseer's MAO 
College. I am very 
pleased to meet you. 


I am also pleased to meet 
you. I am Alys, Mrs Taseer's 
younger sister. I've come 
here from England to spend 
my vacations with my sister 
Christobel Taseer. 


Mr Faiz, don t be deceived by 
her young age. She is a strict 
Marxist. In fact, she is an 
intellectual. She is also deeply 
interested in music, painting, 
and theatre. 
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World War II had begun. Many Indians supported 
Britain and France against the German and Italian 
view of racial superiority. In 1942, the year of his 
marriage to Alys, Faiz joined the British Army and 
served there for about four years. After the creation 
of Pakistan, Faiz and Alys moved to Pakistan where, 
in 1947, Faiz became the Editor of Pakistan Times. 
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Faiz, Dast-e-Saba is out! 
Congratulations! Many years hence, 
when people have forgotten the 
Rawalpindi Conspiracy, the launch of 
your little book will be considered 
the most important event among the 
historic events of 1952 . 




Bannay Bhai 
[Sajjad Zaheer], 


M i 


Faiz Sahib, do recite 
some lines from your 




poem Subh-e-Azadi. 
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When darkness still suffocates the light 
And the night seems to prevail still 
Could it be that long-awaited morning? 
No, it could not be that morning 
For which we had longed and set out 
To find it somewhere 
With the faith that beyond the last star 
Somewhere the night would at last end 
The night is a dead sea, yet, even then 
Somewhere it would have a shore, 
Somewhere ... 
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At this moment, my love, 

Your memory caressing my grieving heart, 
It seems the day of separation has ended 
And in the gentle night 
I have you enfolded in my arms. 
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Thank goodness, 
you are well! Until 
I see you I remain 
so worried! 
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I want a doll! A doll with 
golden hair! I want a doll 
that can talk! 
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Well, Mizu, what present 
do you want for your 
eighth birthday? 
















































































Faiz was imprisoned in Hyderabad, Lyallpur 
(Faisalabad), Sargodha, Montgomery 
(Sahiwal), and Lahore jails. His older 
brother Tufail Ahmed died after he visited 
him in Hyderabad Jail. Faiz was deeply 
affected and remained depressed for many 
months. After four years of imprisonment, 
Faiz was released on 2 April 1955. 


Cheemie, Mizu! How 
long will you stay up? 
No one knows how 
long it will take Faiz 
to get here. 




They 


are excited about 
father's release. ] 


their 


don't 
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nk 
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sleep 


can 






Of course, 

Dadi, neither of 
us can sleep! 

- 




OXFORD 

UNIVERSITY PRESS —* 






































































Faiz, I am longing to hear 
your poem Shaam-e-Firaaq 
from Zindaan-nama. 


Faiz went back to work in Pakistan Times. He 
was editing the magazine Lail-o-Nahar at the 
same time. In 1958, when Ayub Khan imposed 
Martial Law in Pakistan, Faiz was arrested 
again. He was released in April 1959. 
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I wrote it in Karachi's Jinnah Hospital when I was sent there 
for two months in 1953. Remember? Well then . . . 

Do not remind me of the pain of unfulfillment. It came; it went 

And the heart beats on, and life returns 

Your beauty illumines my thoughts. I am lonely no more 

When I think of you, the morning grows fragrant 

When I pine for you the night is mad with longing 

Clear in my mind I was of what I would say to you 

But in your presence the meaning of my words changed 

Where are my fellow travellers of the night's end? 

Where did the morning breeze abandon me; where did the 
morning pass me by? 

I 
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One of Faiz's dreams was that fine arts should 
prosper in the country. He started working in the 
Alhamra Arts Council in Lahore. Music, painting, 
dance, film, and theatre make life beautiful. 

Alys was equally interested in the fine arts; so 
she started a puppet theatre in Lahore. Faiz 
would write the plays for this theatre and his 
daughters, Salima and Moneeza, worked in it. 
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I have to give you some good news. 
The Soviet Union is awarding me 
the Lenin Peace Prize. They've 
invited me to Moscow. I wonder if 
the government here will let me go. 




Even if this Martial Law government 
doesn't care for you, the people of 
Pakistan, and, in fact, all the people 
of the world love you. 


As far as I know, you are the first 
Asian to get such a great honour. 
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Honourable members of the Presiding Committee, ladies and gentlemen! 
Although it is the profession of a poet or a writer to play with words and 
create texts, I find myself bereft of this ability in order to express my 
gratitude to the Lenin Prize Committee, the various institutions involved, 
and all of my friends... 

...Human ingenuity, science, and industry have made it possible to provide 
each one of us everything we need to be comfortable as long as these 
boundless treasures of nature and resources are not declared the property 
of a greedy few but are used for the benefit of all of humanity... However, 
this is only possible if the foundations of human society are based not on 
greed, exploitation, and ownership but on justice, equality, freedom, and 
the welfare of everyone... i 
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I believe that humanity, which has never been defeated by its enemies, 
will, in the end, be successful; and instead of wars, hatred and cruelty, 
the foundation of humankind will rest on the message of love.... 
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Kardar Sahib, I will try to fulfill 
your expectations. Laila Shehzada, 
you are a renowned artist and also 
the costume designer of this 
movie. I think that together we 
will make an excellent movie! 


Faiz Ahmed Faiz wrote many screenplays, stories, nazms, and ghazals. 
Among the screenplays was that of the 1959 movie Jago Hua Savera, 
directed by A J Kardar. It was the first Urdu language movie to be made 
in East Pakistan. Jago Hua Savera was awarded a gold medal in the 
Soviet Union's first film festival. In 1975, to encourage the art of 
filmmaking, the government of Pakistan established NAFDEC, where 
A J Kardar and his old comrades made the film Of Human Happiness. 

The Urdu name suggested for this movie was Door Hai Sukh ka Gaon. 
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Aftab Zafar, you are 
an artist but I am 

Uto] 

iG 

entrusting you with 
the art direction of 
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my movie because I 
have no faith in any 
professional art 

I director. J 
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Before we install our 
film set here on Haleji 
Lake, we will finalize all 
our important close-ups, 
middle, and long shots. 


Like the soft-blowing 
spring breeze in the desert 

Like a sudden relief for the 
ailing man 
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The first democratic government of Pakistan made Faiz the Chairman of an 
important organization, Pakistan National Council of the Arts, and Faiz 
began to live in Islamabad. Alys Faiz started to work for the development of 
Pakistani handicrafts. Faiz travelled to China, Vietnam, and Cambodia. After 
the creation of Bangladesh, he accompanied Prime Minister Zulfikar Ali 
Bhutto to Dhaka. A few years later, Faiz moved to Karachi where he was 
made the Principal of Abdullah Haroon College in Lyari which catered to 
poor students. 

On 5 July 1977, Bhutto's government was ended and General Zia imposed 
Martial Law in Pakistan. In 1978, Faiz left for war-torn Beirut where Yasser 
Arafat, a supporter of Faiz and admirer of his poetry, was living. 


How many Palestinian refugees live 
here in Beirut? Yasser Arafat, I 
pray that your movement for 
freedom will succeed, soon! 
































































During General Zia-ul-Haq's Martial Law in Pakistan, numerous poets, 
writers, journalists, and philosophers suffered the anger of the new 
government. In 1971 Faiz headed the Pakistan National Council of the Arts 
and, in 1973, he was working as the Cultural Adviser to the government. 
With the establishment of Martial Law, Faiz resigned. In 1978, while he was 
in exile in Beirut, the film Door Hai Sukh ko Gaon was being edited. But this 
film was never released and no one knows what became of its reels. Faiz 
was very distressed by this. In Beirut, Faiz worked as the Editor of Lotus 
which was a Beirut-based Asian-African literary journal. 


So we will see 
Indeed we will see 
The promised day 

That's written on the tablet of eternity, 

We will see the day 

When the rocks of oppression 

Will become fluff in the air 

And under us, the oppressed, 

The heart of the earth will beat. 
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Faiz toured many countries. When there was a massacre of Palestinians 
in Beirut he went to Tunis for some time. When he returned to Pakistan, 
Zia-ul-Haq's military dictatorship (which had begun before he left for 
Beirut) was still in place. Faiz wrote many poems in this dark age of 
Martial Law. His first complete collection of poetry, Nuskha-ha-e-Wafa 
was first published in March 1984. On 20 November 1984, this great poet 
died in Lahore. He was then 73 years old. 


Tired, I closed my eyes for a moment 
Never to awaken, that was not my intent 
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GRAPHIC STORIES 


FAIZ AHMED FAIZ 

Graphic stories are a popular genre of writing in 
English as well as in many other languages, and are 
popular in many countries. However, there were 
no graphic stories in Pakistan in English, Urdu, or 
any of the other languages of Pakistan before the 
publication of Abdus Sattar Edhi (OUP) even though 
the richly pictorial presentation of text in this genre 
is irresistible to children and youth, and effective in 
attracting readers to the world of books. 

Faiz Ahmed Fa/zisthe fourth title in a series of Graphic 
Stories based on the life of prominent Pakistanis 
published by Oxford University Press, Pakistan. More 
titles, each describing the life of a great Pakistani, 
follow in this series which will be available in both 
English and Urdu. 

Rumana Husain is a writer, illustrator, and a freelance 
contributor to national dailies and magazines. She has 
been an innovative school-head as well as a teacher- 
trainer for numerous institutions across the country. 
She is a director on the Board of the Children’s 
Literature Festival (CLF). She has written and 
illustrated over 50 children’s books and developed 
many teachers’ manuals. She has also presented 
several programmes on art and architecture on 
television. 
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